244-                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

They are talking of nothing here but the
marriage of Lady Florence Paget. It is im-
possible to see a prettier figure or a more
delicate body, too small and too delicate for
my particular taste. She was celebrated for
her flirtations. Ellice's nephew, Chaplin,
of whom I have spoken to you often, a tall
fellow twenty-five years old, with an income
of twenty-five thousand pounds sterling, fell
in love with her. She hesitated for a long
time, then engaged herself, and received
jewels and six thousand pounds sterling to
pay her dressmaker's bills. Last Friday,
they went together to the park and to the
opera. Saturday morning she went out alone
to the church of St. George, and there mar-
ried Lord Hastings, a young man of her age,
very homely, having two little defects; to
wit, gambling and drink. After the religious
ceremony they went to the country. At
the first station she wrote to the marquis,
her father: "Dear Pa, as I knew you would
never consent to my marriage with Lord
Hastings, I was wedded to him to-day. I
remain, yours, etc/' She wrote to Chaplin:
*' Dear Harry, when you receive this I shallter.you   are worth as much as
